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SOLDANELLA, 

A FRAGMENT. 



1 zarte Sehniucht, sttsscs Hoffen, 
Der enten Liebe goldene Zeit ! 
Das Ange Atbt den Himmel offen, 
Es achwelgt das Hen in Seligkeit, 
O I dass sie ewig grlinen bliebe 
Die schOne Zeit der jnngen Uebe ! 

Schiller, Das Lied von der Olocke. 



SOLDANELLA. 



On Maggiore's placid tide. 

The shadows slowly grow ; 

On Sempione's peak in pride 

The tints of evening glow : 

While Rosa's summits far and wide 

Of strange fantastic forms. 

Where spirits of the snows reside. 

Delighting in the storms ; 

Are bathed with all the vermeil hues. 

Which parting sunset, widely strews. 

Lowering upon the mountains' flank. 

Empurpled hang the vapours dank ; 

The flowers have lost thdr courtier bees ; 

Aud wearied birds in troops repair. 

Slow through the warm and fragrant air 

To groves of thickest chestnut trees t 
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Hushed is the wind, but yet the waters. 

Gently swell upon the shore, 

As the breasts of earth's fair daughters 

Heave, when fancies fright no more. 

The mountain stream with mournful tones. 

Loud, yet by distance broken, moans. 

Inspiring midst this heavenly still. 

Most melancholy thoughts of ill. 

Calm is the season, nature sleeps. 

And darkness o'er the landscape creeps. 



# # # # 



Beside Baveno on the shore, 

Beneath a spreading tree. 

Whose bending branches far reached o'er 

The heavings of this crystal sea, 

A solitary dwelling stood. 

Upon the margent of the flood. 

Here grew from infant years, to those 

When beauty with her blushes glows, 

A maid, her parents' fondest care : 

Black, her profusely flowing hair : 
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Her brow as smooth as Uly's bell 
That blossoms in the woody dell ; 
And eyes so dark^ so fiill^ so beaming^ 
That moonshine on the fontlet streamings 
Seems not^ e'en at dead of night 
Formed of such celestial light ! 
Her form, beseech thee ask me not ;— - 
When once beheld, 'twas ne'er forgot ! 



Breathes there a soul without desire r 
Glows yonder sun without heaven's fire ? 
Created He this heart to be. 
The stifling cave of Apathy ? 

Never ! ^who feels not Love's dear spell 

Towards Nature plays the infidel 1 

Deep, deep, on Soldanella's breast, 

One noble image was impressed. 

For him she came now to her bower, 

Expectant of the joyful hour. 

But strange — no form her dark eye greets — ; 

With rising doubts her bosom beats ; — 
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Alas ! that love should ever fear, 

And shed so oft the causeless tear ! 

To lull all evil thoughts to sleep, 

She gazed upon the lakers blue deep. 

It looked, as 'twere a starry sky, 

Vast, dark, yet bright immeasurably : 

For dim the shores around had grown. 

And heaven and earth seemed joined in one. 

Fresh from Isola Madre's strand. 

The evening wind bore perfumes bland : 

While o'er the waves, the rising moon. 

Robed in light clouds, with silvery shoon. 

Stepped gracefully upon the tide. 

As on her bridal day^ — a bride ! 

" Why Giiilio dost thou thus delay. 

The maiden said," at set of day, 

" At this sweet hour* thou bad'st me wait ; 

" I came with feelings, warm, elate— 

*^ And must this be my lonely fate ? 

" But that thou know'st I love thee well, 

^^ Else would'st thou haste to Soldanelle. 

" And I shall be his own loved bride ? 

'' And I shall never quit his side ? 

" 'Tis thus to me he long hath vowed ; 

^^ The union friends have all allowed ; 
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*' But why oh ! G^iUk>> say oh ! why — 
" Hush — stiU^-^methinks his step is nigh — 
'^ It is, it is, — 'my Giiilio say, 
^^ Oh ! wherefore cBdst thou thus delay ? 
" My Soldanelle,'* replied the youth 
And clasped her hand, ^^ It is in sqoth^ 
^^ That summons from the hardy Swiss 
" Have come to interrupt our bliss. 
^^ The Hapsburg would donnnion giun 
" And bind Helevia with the chain. 
" The Waldstatte for succour come. 
From Ober-HasU's vale, 






Nay do not Soldanella pale, — 
^^ And I must leave thee and my home ! 
^^ For we must check these Ansitrian slaves, 
^^ Or fall in Freedoni^'s wdtcomed graves." 
Perchance in, Woman's breast there dwells^ 
No feeling that more proudly swells. 
Than love of Fame* wA love of Glory ! 
What though. \^x Bridi^oom pale and gory 
Succumb upon the de^tdsArCa^rn plain ; 
What though her bosom burst with pain. 
He falls as manhood stiU should £b]1. 
Defending her from S^lavery^s thrall ! 
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Mute was the trembling maid^ no word 

From lips where young hopes dwelt was heard. 

Though glory charmed^ her mind confessed 

Forebodings not to be suppressed. 

Contending passions broke the charm; 

" Go/' she exclaimed^ *^ Go, lend thine arm 

** To shield their threatened liberty — 

" But GiAlio in the front of harm, 

" Think, think on Soldanelle, — on me !*' 



Departing from our dearest friends. 
To every heart an anguish lends ; 
Departing from our Parents dear, 
O'ercomes the mind with more than fear ; 
Departing from the One we love. 
Feels — ay — as if from Heaven above. 
The soul were hurled to depths below ; 
To depths of everlasting woe : 
From whence, as from a dark ravine. 
On high, gay flowery meads are seen. 
With trackless region, far between. 
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There 'prisoned neyer to return. 

Infuriate thoughts the bosom burn. 

The thrilled brain swims in maddening whirls. 

As eddying flame through dark smoke curls ; 

Seared is the heart I the soul is seared ! 

Blasted each thought to Hope endeared ; 

Save one, that fain would fondly cheer. 

Like rosebud on a maiden^s bier. 

Which makes e'en dreariness more drear ! 
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At length 'twas heard, that Gidlio fell. 

Upon Morgarten's bloody plain : 

" Oh ! tell me " shrieked young Soldanelle, 

^^ Will Gidlio never come again ? " 

And as the bearer whispered '^ Never," 

Her senses frail, were reft for ever ! 



^ « * # #. 



'Twas Spring — and oh ! the charm of Spring ! 
For Maytide spreads her rainbow wing, 
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And flies o'er opening realms of pleasure^ 
Outpouring life with boundless measure. 

She breathes^ and in the herbless vale. 

The Honey-suckles scent the gale : 

She climbs the rock, and 'neath her tread 

The wild Thyme weaves a roseate bed ! 

Wistful, she gazes on the snow^ 

That deathlike clings upon the peaks. 

And swift the Anemones grow, — 

Young Nuns — ^with pale half-hooded cheeks ! 

Then down she sweeps, wrapt in a flow 

Of dew-drops to the plains below. 

And as the mild breeze warms her face. 

The Roses from her heavenly glow 

Catch the soft blush which gives them grace I 

But vain all these for Soldanelle ; — 

Maytide in vain lisped every speU : 

She, only sought for solitude ; — 

And often there in 'wildering mood 

'Twas thus she'd speak, sometimes in gladness ; 

Yet, yet poor maid too oft in sadness ! 

*^ He'll come, he'll come, 

*^ To his loved home. 

^^ These flowerets fair^ 

^^ Shall grace my hair,. 
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" Whea clad in wMte^ 
" As Bride I'm dight. 
When loud from yonder Chairs tower- 
'^ The bell peals now— it is the hour I 



€€ 



m 



" But lo ! beside Egeri's lake, 
^^ Bright mailed warriors passage make, 
" The pride of Hapsburg*s Chirahry, 
Glorying as if in Victory } 
Their blood, their peacock-plumes shall dye ! 
For on Morgarten's craggy side. 
Lurk men in daring trained, and tried. 
And see the Knights of Allemain, 
Are pressing through the norrowiBg piaki-^*: 
^* When sudden sounds — ^hush, hear hi& voiee'^ ; 
'' 'Tis his— my Gidlio's— m rejoice— J 
" The onslaught's cry of ^ Liberty ! ** — 
^^ How many for that so^md must die t 
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And mark^ where from the mountain's flanks^ 

The rocky masses, bounding down. 

Crush the cursed Hapsburg's helpless ranks — 

" With carcasses the pass is strown ! 

" Now through November's murky air, 

^* Glows the red sun, bedimmed and drear ! 

" Like the avenging Angel's shield. 
Sweeping above the battle field ! 
See, see " — the maiden screamed and rose. 
They close now with their hated foes. 
My Giiilio— Gidlio— Oh ! God— now— 

" Avert — strike here, that fatal blow ! — " 

And frantic Soldanella cries, 

" Gitilio — my love — he falls — ^he dies ! '' 
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Oft waned the moon, the maiden still. 

In madness pondered o'er her ill. 

All thoughts were gone, all, save that one. 

That told her she was helpless, lone. 

But in that thought she lived, she breathed ; 

In madness, lovely garlands wreathed ; 
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And decked her form in strange attire ; 

Thns oft, she*d seek the chapel's choir : 

Would pray and smile— then loudly weep, 

And vent her sighs so sad, so deep : 

It was a fearfcQ sight to see, 

The maiden's lovelorn agony. 

Or on the mountains would she stray, 

Regardless of the perilled way. 

Singing a plaintive roundelay ! 

Her ciiief delight, from some high rock. 

To watch the thundering torrent's shock ; 

Weaving fresh garlands, and whispering " Come hither, 

^' My Giiilio come, or my flowers will wither !" 

The neighbours said, that an evil spell. 

Had charmed the reason of Soldanelle. 
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'^ In vain your search" the old man said, 

'^ The maiden lives not, but lies dead, 

^^ May be in yonder foaming bed : 

" For oft it was her wont to come, 

^^ And muse here — 'twas her chosen home. 
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Or haply 'neath some toppling height^ 
She lies impaled^ a ghastly sight ; 
For in her wanderings would she dare^ 
As if she were a sprite of air. 
Ascend in childish, laughing mood. 
Spots taintless from the foot of man : 
There, have I seen, with curdling Mood, 
*^ The maid unmoved the prospect scan/' 
Thus spoke the aged mountaineer. 
To those that held the lost one dear. 
But she was gone — and for her soul. 
The fdneral bell was heard to toll. 
It should have been her bridal day : 
Buch is the fate of mortal clay ! 






Piled on the SeideIhom*s high orest, 
Eternal snows, unmelted rest ; 
Or if the pointed rock be seen, 
Rising above its snowy scife^. 
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'Tis herbless as a desert wild. 

Where kindly Nature, never smiled. 

Beneath upon the Grimsel'spass, 

Scarce sprout the stunted blades of grass t , 

Though alpine flowerets chequered lie. 

Forming a beauteous drapery ; 

Blooming beside the ice-bom rills, 

The lovely offspring of the hills. 

Far to the east the Furka towers ; 

While o*er the Rhone's huge glacier, lours 

With aspect fierce, unearthly form ; 

On thunder throned, with lightning orowned^ 

Poising the whirlwind, just unbound. 

The Demon of the mountain storm I 

Deeper upon the Grimsel's side, 

Th^re spreads a lake, a lifeless tide. 

'Tis icy cold, and dark, and deep. 

Where spirits vUe, their sabbath keep. 

And by that lake i{L contrast strange. 

Unknown but on a snowy range. 

There blossoms thick, a fringed bell. 

By fairies prized as potent spell ; 

Bending upon its graceful stem. 

Like virgin Queen, with diadem. 
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Purple its hue — but oh ! such hue. 
In mortal regions never grew ! 
Around, the snow-topped precipice. 
Far overhangs, the drear abyss ; 
Where if the dizzied eye dare roam ; 
Burst froni its glacier's rich-gemmed dome. 
Continuous bounds the Aar, in emerald foam ! 
Beside that lake, crowned with those flowers. 
That hide in them such magic powers ; 
Her raven hair, dishevelled spread. 
And robe, wherein a maid should wed ; . 
Though now *twas rent, bedabbled, torn. 
Poor Soldanella, sat forlorn. 
Pale her cheek, as the primrose sweet. 
That rises, early Spring to greet. 
Her eyes, their gladsome lustre past. 
Around a haggard look scarce cast ; 
Beneath whose fringe of darkest silk. 
Lurked purple streaks, like early dawn : 
As if with violet steeped in milk. 
Death, there, her fatal doom had drawn. 
Changed was her form, no more that grace 
Of life and love, but waning trace 
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Of misery, and madness there ; 

Disastrous change, from one so fair \ 

» 

At length she rose, and wildly spoke, 
like dreamer from some strange dream woke ^ 
*^ Fve come to seek thee among the slain, 
" Dear iJiiilio npon Morgarten's plain. 
" There, there shall thy Soldanella die j 
" Where the bridegroom lies, the bride should lie^ 
" Till then, shall my eyes be strangers to sleep ; 
" My only pleasure, for thee to weep. 
" They've told me oft that my heart was broke ; 
** They've told me oft that I should not grieve ; 
** They say, my reason bears some vile yoke ; 
** Yet tales like these I never believe. 
" Yon sinks the All-glorious Lord of day :- 
*^ Here smiles this beauteous purple flower : 
*' That orb's a blossom, would Madness say — : 
" This blossom, the Shade, of the "Mighty" power. 
** And oh ! in my soul thine image is glowing, 
" Far brighter than sunbeams, through dark clouds 
flowing! 

These garlands, I've wreathed for thy manly brow ; 

But why fair buds, are ye withering now ? 
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** Yes, yes, thon shalt wear this <clrooping bell, 
^^ And call it thine own loved Soldanelle. 
^^ But I must haste — ^my strength is gone ; 
^^ Yet, yet must Soldanella on ! '* 
Thus saying, she by toiling spent. 
Paced tottering slow, the deep descent ; 
But ere the wearied maid had crossed. 
The Aar, among the sijow-beds lost; 
Night in her starry girdled dress. 
Paused o'er this mighty wilderness ! 



Inhospitable, dreary clime. 

Where man may tread, with thoughts sublime ; 

Where, if he feels the least of soul ; 

Here, here, where Avalanches roll ; 

Where rocks of giant mothers born. 

Lie heaped chaotic, shattered, torn ; 

Where from the glacier-fronted steep. 

Pure rills, like silvery meteors, leap 

Headlong among the ruined masses. 

Worn by the shock that downward dashes ; 
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Or where^ aloag the mural side 
Of some stupendous pinnacle. 
The pinewood — ^black Oblivion's tide. 
Rolls broadly to a gaping hell ; 
Here, where the peaks successive rise. 
Proud in their snow-clad majesties. 
Daring the grandeur of the skies ; 
Here, where the ever cheerless sounds. 
With which this wild ravine abounds. 
Startle the noblest, bqldest mind ; 
Here if thy soul feel not inclined. 
Its earthly worthlessness to own ; 
Thy heart is mortal — ^but it is of stone ! 



And onwards Soldauella wends, 

Still the slight pathway, narrowing, trends 

Following the foaming torrent's track. 

Till loud she hears a cataract. 

On, slowly on, the maiden urges ; 

Yet louder sound the broken surges ; 
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When sudden through the gloomy pines. 
Abrupt, the pathway sheer inclines. 
Fearless the gentle Soldanelle 
Enters within the Handel's dell. 
There bursts a sight — ^the maid recoils ! 
For, through the rifted chasm boils 
Guivering with foam, the tortured stream ! 
She pauses, but it is no dream ! 
*Twixt each impending precipice. 
The rolling waters roar, and hiss. 
Tumultuous plunge into the abyss, 
Full many a fathom down below, 
An agitated gulf of wreathing snow ! 
Along the edge, the rooted fir. 
Moves not, above this frantic whirr ! 
While, 'wildering more the scene sublime. 
The Moon, beams in her fullest prime. 
Within the gulf her radiance bright. 
Embodies forth an arc, of light : 
Which seems, so soft, so fair its glow. 
The sister of the sunbeams' bow ! 
Midway, as if suspended there. 
Juts forth a rock, all bleached and bare : 
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And on it Soldanella lay^ 

Besprinkled by the rising spray. 

Delicious was the cooling dew. 

The mists upon her forehead threw. 

Its freshness soothed the fever's pain. 

That filled her aching, burning brain. 

No tear-drop in her dark eye came. 

To quench her bosom's ceaseless flame : 

Her lips were parched, her whole frame throbbed. 

And low, the anguished maiden sobbed. 

" Is't here" she said " that I must die ? 
Why may I not, by Gi Alio lie r 
Oh ! would some Being grant me this, 
I then should meet my lot, with bliss ! " 

As if by magic charm suppressed, 

The thunders in the chasm rest ; 

Yet falls in arrowy shoots the foam. 

Though noiseless, to its caverned home. 

And, softly many a fairy note, 

From out the gulf was heard to float ; 

Till rising from the rocky deep, 

They burst in. one melodious sweep ! 

And on the moonbeam's vapourous bow. 

Upon its utmost circling, height. 
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An airy Being robed in snow ; 

Her forehead crowned with emerald light ; 

Sat smiling, o'er the watery wild ; 

Heedless, as a delighted child ! 

Slow, Soldanella raised her head. 

Threw back her damp, thick-ma4:ted hair. 

And gazed, but gazed she not in ^ead. 

On majesty that was so fair ! 

Full shone the moon upon the scene. 

Illumining the deep ravine ; 

And while the music's swelling tones. 

Softened to such as Echo owns, 

Thus sung the beauteous glacier Queen. 

I come from my glaciers' sapphire halls. 
To sit on the moonlit bow ; 
It is my own, my farourite spot ; 
For it I have left my icy grot. 
And mine azure realms below ! 

I love to sleep, where the moonbeam falls ; 
Or sit on the crystal drops ; 
That sparkle bright. 
In her witching light. 
On the Eiger's craggy tops. 
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My spirits gather nectar for me. 
From every alpine flower ; 
Fr6m every beU, 
That droops in the dell. 
And the Rose in the mountain bower. 

Say, Maiden say, why cam'st thou .here ? 
Cam'st thou seeking me ? 
But the moon beams not ; 
And I must to my grcrt : 
Maiden come haste with me. 

" I haste, I haste," she madly cried. 

And plunged into the foaming tide : 

Thick clouds rolled o'er night's orb, and gloom. 

Lowered upon Soldanella's tomb. 
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NOTES. 



The following are the generic, and specific characters, of Soldanella alpina. 
Vide Reichenhach, Flora Germanica Cxcursoria. pt. 1. p. 405. 

DXIV. Soldanella, T. L. Drattelblume. Cal, 5-partitus, Cor, infundi- 
balaris truncata, 5-fida, fimbriato-multifida. Stam, couniventia, anth. cuspi- 
date. Capt, apice circumscissa, dentibus dehisccns. 

a. Fauxnuda: 



b. Faux squamis 5. emarginatis, 
Stamimbus alternis : 

• 

2736. S. alpina. L. foliis reniformi-rotundis planis, pedicellis glandnloso- 
Bcabriusculis, cor. sequaliter ad medium fimbriata. Bot. Mag. 49. Jacq, 
Just, 13. Schk, t. 53. Slurm. D. Fl. 20. Sold. alp. minor. Clus. 309. hue 
nee alibi I S, Clusii Schm, Folia plerumque majora, in sicco margine acuato 
pellucido distinguenda, scapus 2-5 florus, cor. coeruleo-lil^cina, amplissima> 
decidua, capsula subcylindrica calycem fere triplum longa, virens. Ssepe 
hnmilia specimina mittun'tur pro praecendentibus, inprimis e Helvetia, ubi 
ill« occurrere non videntur. — In dtr mittlern Region der Alpen, Ende 
Mai-JuD. 2^ (It often flowers later.) 



** Their blood, their peacock-plumes shall dye ! " 

The Peacock's plume, was the Crest, of the House of Hapsburg. 
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SAPPHO. 



N^rwerdieSeHiunxcMlcennt, 

Wete«»waslclileldel 

OoetM* 



SAPPHO. 



Musing upon Leucadia's height^ 
Beauteous Sappho silent stood ; 
Yet flames were circling in her blood, 
As sunset then, on Ocean's flood. 
Which made the sea, a sea of light : 
Attired in white, with golden lyre. 
She stood on love's funereal pjrre. 

^^ Oh ! Venus say, must still my heart. 
Thus vehemently loving burn. 
With passion that meets no return ? 
Say — why doth Phaon ever spurn, 
Thoifgh I employ my utmost art ? 
" The more I think, the more I feel, 
^^ The more my senses maddening reel !" 
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" Fve left my native Liesbos* shore ; 

'^ I've wandered through those lovely isles, 

*^ Where Spring's eternal beauty smiles ; 

*' But nought my heart's despair beguiles ! 

" 'Tis like the miser's useless store : 

" Still cherished, but to prove unkind, 

« Blessing, yet cursing his fond mind." 

" Beneath Cythera's sacred pile, 

*' I've prayed to thee long hours in vain, 

" To sooth me, of this gnawing pain. 

" No Phaon's love 'twas mine to gain ! 

^^ Not e'en a kindly greeting smile I 

^^ He shunned me still — as though my form, 

" Hid all the lightnings of a storm ! " 

" Alone, on Ida's solitude, 

" I sought to fly this fatal love ! 

^^ Alas ! I heard a faithful dove ! 

" On earth below, in heaven above, 

^' Or 'mid grim Pluto's hellish brood, 

*^ Love, love is still the almighty power ; 

^^ But oh ! 'tis not affection's dower ! ** 
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" And Phaon why refuse my heart r 
** Nay why refuse my burning soul ? 
'* For, all the waves that Oceans roll, 
'' Eddying along from pole to pole 
Unnumbered^ equal but slight part 
Of thoughts^ that in my bosom rise^ 
*' Since first I saw thy glowing eyes." 

^^ Oft have I dreamed^ that on some slope^ 
" Concealed by lofty myrtle trees. 

Which gently bent beneath the breeze, 

I leaned my head upon thy knees ; 

My heart desiring nought but hope. 

Thou, then wert kind, and all thy past, 
" Seemed but some angry tempest's blast. 

'* Methought upon my lips of fire, 
" I felt thy tender, trembling kiss ! 
" 'Twas dear, ideal, 'passioned bliss ! 
" Like fruit above a black abyss, 
" That kindle's more and more desire : 
*^ And when 'tis reached, insatiate's still 
*' The craving, that has gained its will ! " 
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Then would I strike the melting chords, 
And warmly Phaon wouldst thou praise. 
The amorous murmurings of my lays ; 
Which I more skilfully would raise. 
By singing the soul-breathing words ! 
^^ A kiss, a kiss ! again my prize, 
'^ And now, before that rapture dies. 
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Press, press my lips ! yet closer press ! 

Bewildering thoughts my heart inspire ;- 

Oh ! strange — ^unearthly — heavenly fire ! 

Delicious languor of desire ! 
" Phaon thy dewy lips I bless ! , 

" Ah ! me my Phaon, love like this, 
" Is essenced in one lingering kiss ! " 






But now no more such dreamy charms ; 

In vain, in vain for thee I sigh ; 
'^ In vain, in vain to thee I cry ; 
*^ Oh ! Phaon love me — do not flv ! 
" Thou flies't as if from Furies' arms I 

My love is thus despised ? Arise 

Then Sappho, to the sacrifice ! " 
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" Thou God of day, that in yon wave, ^ 
" Sink'st like a hero on the plains, 
" Which blood of Freedom's children stains, 
'^ Unrive my love's enslaving chains, 
'* And blush upon my passion's grave ! 
" Apollo hear thy Priestess now ; 
Banish my thoughts to Lethe's flow ! " 
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She sprung as sunk the setting sun. 
From blanched Leucadia's mural steep. 
Smiling like a fair child in sleep, 
Down in the glory-tinted deep : 
Her course of love, and life was run ! 
She never rose from out that tide : 
Thus Sappho loved — ^thus Sappho died. 



THE WANDERING DWARF. 
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THE WANDERING DWARF. 



There is no deed like Charity : 
Jesu-M aria save us all ! 
Vain our penance^ and vain our prayer. 
Vain the keeping our passions in thrall. 
Vain our hopes of Heaven to share. 
Without the deeds of Charity ! 

The Thuner-see is wrapped in gloom ; 

The hills around with thunder ; 
The lightnings leap, from steep to steep ; 
The wild winds through the valleys sweep ; 

All Nature breaks asunder ! 

The long-parched channels 'mid the rocks, 

Filled with the deluge-shower ; 
Now proudly roam^ enrobed in foam, 
Down to the lake, their kindred home. 
In majesty, and power ! 
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Round Ralligen the fearful storm. 

Scours like a treacherous foe : 
Yet there^ they pass^ the flowing glass^ 
Each shepherd toasts his favourite lass : 
" Hush ! — hush ! — the voice of woe !'* 

" Who calls ? who knocks ? away, away, 
" We will not ope the door." 
Ah ! pity me — have charity-^ 
I beg your hospitality — 

The wind is cold — I'ln poor ! " • 






(C 






" If thou art cold/' the Boors reply, 
" Go catch the Kglntftigg's fl^sh. 
'Twill keep thee warmi-^t will SLOjt bam ;• 
Away, away--^aud try the cl^arm : 
^* Dost k^o;pk 9gc»p .? )bhpi**rt rftsh ! " 

^* Have pity — oh ! could ye but see, 

" The vm&ry oi my stftt^rr-r 
" You would not leav« me, thus tp gfieyj?, 
" Chilled by the «toprm, smd. rai^-^'tis l^fre^, 

" Nay ope yow fri^ndiy giwte." 
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" Oh ! haste ye here," young Trina cried, 

^* Haste to this lattice all ; 
•• See, see the wight — his dwarfish height ; 
" Herr Jesus surely 'tis a sprite !" 

" Ha! ha!'' they loudly bawl. 

Strange was the man, that refuge sought : 

Three spans had made his bed : 
His form was bent, his garment rent, 
He seemed by travel faint, and spent ; 
Low drooped his silvery head. 

The boors all laughed with scornful mirth : 

He slowly passed along. 
And must I say — all said him, " nay," 
As through the street he took his way ; 

E'en threatened him with wrong I 

At length he reached the furthest hut : 

It looked like Poverty ! 
With rotting thatch, and broken latch ; 
No hound to keep a faithful watch : 

Who could its tenants be ? 
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An humble pair— religious, kind ; 

Sore grieved by tyrant years ; 
Childless^ forlorn, their neighbour's scorn ; 
Wealthless, of every comfort shorn : 

Their lot was prayer — and tears ! . 

So wretched seemed that dwelling place. 
The Dwarf though drenched had turned : 

But awfully, the murky sky. 

Scowled as though Earth were doomed to die ; 
And then with lightnings burned. 

He knocked— the door was opened straight ; 

The old man stretched his hand. 
" Thou'rt welcome Frdre, accept our cheer ;'* 
The old dame said " Come rest thee here,' 
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" Right welcome friend ! Command. 
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'* My thanks" returned the shivering Dwarf, 

" I ask ye but for bread.'* 
'^ Our fare is coarse/' " I've eaten worse." 
" Nay stranger nay, put back your purse ; 

** Our blessings on your head ! " 
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The old Dwarf smiled, as prophets smile. 

Breathing with heavenly grace ; 
" Ye gentle pair, beware, beware, 
*' To-morrow is the day of care !" 

He rose, and left the place. 

In vain they prayed, that he would stay ; 

No look behind he cast : 
But onwards still, he clomb the hill. 
That crouched as 'twere a fiend of ill, 

Shent by the mighty blast. 

The night was mirk, the winds grew hoarse. 

Ceaseless the deluge poured : 
The Morn arose, as when with throes, 
A childless mother vents her woes ; 

The anguished thunder roared ! 

The alps were veiled with thickJaced streams ; 

Through Ralligen they rolled : 
And from the ground, to Heaven's profound. 
The lightning sprung with deer-like bound ; 

The church the Tocsin tolled ! 
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0*er Ralligen, upon a peak^ 

There hung a mighty rock. 
The old pair gazed^ with fear amazed^ 
It reeled now like a giant crazed : 

It broke — earth felt the shock ! 

Downwards, and downwards, rushing down. 

Tearing the mountain's side. 
Onwards it came, enwrapped in flame. 
As courser that no hand can tame. 

Proud, in resistless pride I 

Downwards, and downwards, hurling down. 

The block infuriate sprung. 
Plunging afar, with hellish jar. 
Its long-course like a fearfol scar ; 

And on it deftly clung. 

The Dwarf, that y«ster-e*en had begged. 

In Ralligen in vain ; 
And round him, in the grey mists dim. 
The old pair saw dread forms, and grim, 

In every drop of rain ! 
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A bound — and Ralligen lay crushed ! 

There burst one sharp, shrill yell ! 
But they were spared, whose bread he'd shared, 
Who for his ease had kindly cared ; 

On them he*d placed a spell. 

Swiftly he passed, but waved his hand. 

And thanked them both aloud. 
Lo ! their surprize — his dwarfish size. 
Grew till it reached the very skies. 

Then vanished like a cloud ! 

There is no deed like Charity : 
Jesu-Maria save us all ! 
Vain our penance, and vain our prayer, 
Vain the keeping our passions in thrall, 
Vain our hopes of Heaven to share. 
Without the deeds of Charity ! 
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SONNET. 



^«'^»»^rf^^>M— ^^^>* 



Fair vestal Virgin, whose resplendent brow, 
Is veiled from Man in softest silvery light ; 
My simple thought with magic charms endow. 
That I may praise thee, and thy tranquil might ! 
How haye I watched thee in the still of night. 
Floating upon yon liquid azure sky. 
Like the white lotus on an eastern stream ; 
Blooming with Beauty's maiden majesty ! 
There is enchantment in thy dewy beam : 
It oft hath cheered my bosom's wild turmoil ; 
Oh ! mighty soother of life's weary dream ; 
My loved companion, when from studious toil 
I break, and in the deep glade's lonely calm. 
Where wild flowers spring, most redolent with balm. 
Stray long— praise be to thee oh! Moon, just praise, 
Thoa sweet inspirer^, of my mournful lays. 
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TO MRS. R. S. 



Ladye^ may still the hues of mom, 
Thy cheek with softest blushes dye : 

May still that smile, from pleasure bom^ 
Upon those lips of roses lie. 

Thy locks, which o'er thy bosom roll. 
May baneftil sickness never change : 

Ladye, may in thy gentle soul. 
The shade of Sorrow never range. 

Thy form is fair — may still that form. 

The marble Venus imitate ; 
The same in sunshine, as in storm. 

On which Time smiles — he could not hate 
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But not the marble's coldness thine ; 

May SpriDgtide*s mildness warm thy frame ; 
The blanched, and ruddy Rose should twine ; 

Feeling, with Chasteness — brings not shame I 

Still be it thine to love, and live^ 
Thy children's joy, thy husband's care ; 

And be it mine, with friends to give 
Our blessings to thee, Ladye fair. 
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THE TEAR. 



■^^S^i^>»l^^i^%P^^^'W.^t^. ■ 



What is a tear in Woman's eye ? 
Tis passion speaking openly : 
The crystal shrine of thoughts gone by, 
When days of Hope beamed sunnily ! 

I love the tear in Woman's eve : 

* 

The meteor's flash athwart the sky ; 
The stars that glisten bright on high ; 
Are not as tears in Woman's eye ! 

When hath the tear its fullest power r 
Bedewing cheeks, in Beauty's bower, 
When jealous tempests hang, and lour ; 
Or at the thought of parting hour. 

Worship the tears in V/oman's eye ! 
Which look upon us smilingly, 
Girdling the half-seen azure sky. 
Like Rainbows, when a storm sweeps by ! 
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LOVE. 



GiVB me oh I give me but the love. 

That like the stars on high, 
Glows with the pureness of the ^' Mind, 

Which formed Eternity. 

Give me oh ! give me bnt the love. 
Soft as the snow-drop's bell ; 

Yet firmer than the adamant, 
Which bars the gates of Hell ! 

Say Woman say — for in thy heart. 
The lamp of Love should shine ! 

Say, say why *tis a mockery ? 
Fanaticism's shrine r 

For what is love, if 'tis impure ? 

Unlinked with constancy ? 
What boots its fairness, if it fade ? 

'Tis but a living lie ! 
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TO MY SWORD. 



^ ^^IW^fc^^^MMM^^^gM^^V^^ ' 



Unsullied is thy brilimnt blad^, 
My Sword ! 

May foul dishonour never shade. 
My Swof d ! 

Bared for fair Freedom's bdiy caxxi^ 
Bared ta protect my country's Ib:ws, 
Strike home^ and never dare to pause, 
My Sword I 

Never from Tyrants pardon cr«ve. 
Never salute the recreant slave. 
But ever aid the noble, brave. 
My Sword ! 

And oh ! if Freedom be distressed, 
Her best aspirings chained, suppressed, 



61 



Then sheath thee in my beating breast. 
My Sword ! 

Hang o*er my hatchment slowly rust, 
I would thou gracedst nobler dust. 
But Fate hath writ " What must be, must ! 
My Sword. 

Then farewell Sword ! no more my hand, 
Can raise thee to defend my land : 
Unconquered rust — no slaves' command 
Tarnished my Sword ! 
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SONG OF THE CYMRY. 



Ye sons of the heroes, whose bravery tamed^ 

The proud-soaring Eagles of Rome ; 
Ye sons of the patriots, whose ready swords shamed, 

The Saeson that threatened your Home: 
Say what is your Watchword ? " It is, and shall be, 
'•' We are sons of the Cymry, we are sons of the Free." 

When the Norman by treachery entered your land. 
Your ancestors rushed from their hills ; 

Repulsed the invader — then sheathed the red-brand; 
The mountain-air Freedom instils I 

What then was your Watchword ? " It was, and 
shall be, 

" We are sons of the Cymry, we are sons of the Free." 

The Leek is your emblem, and bravely your Sires, 
That emblem have borne in each clime ; 
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The Thought, that inspired them^ your hearts yet 
inspires ; 
And will to the end of all Time ! 
For what is your Watchword ? " It is, and shall be, 
" We are sons of the Cymry, we are sons of the Free." 



Oh ! clierish the language your ancestors spoke ; 

Religion, and Liberty's tongue ! 
*Tis upright, and honest, ungalled by a yoke ; 

The language the Cymry bards sung I 
To you then how sacred, that language should be. 
The language of Cymry, the word of the Free ! 

And never let discord, or cowardice come. 
In the seats where your fathers have dwellt : 

Oh ! never let Fashion, that new fangled Drum, 
Be heard, where the Bard's strains were felt ! 

Beware of the Saeson ; our Watchword must be, 

" We are sons of the Cymry, we are sons of the Free ! " 



64 



ON A FLOWER 



GIVEN AS A KEEPSAKK 



^/V"-'^-'^'^ ^ 



The imperial Sun, high-kingdomed in the sky. 
Outpours a flood, of glorious oratory ; 
The Moon, that captivates the lover's eyes, 
Murmurs soft tones, she learned in Paradise ; 
The Stars, amid the stillness of the night. 
Unheard, hymn melodies of pure delight ; 
There come forebodings, from the desert plain ; 
Rebellious outcries from the storm-torn main ; 
The snowy Alps, with awful voice impose, 
Like hoary Elders, when their judgments close ; 
The Lion roars ; the plaintive Nightingale, 
In cadence soft, breathes slow, her simple tale ; 
The Patriot's tongue, when tyrants curse the land. 
Vents all its feelings, through the keen-edged brand ; 
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The serpent, fascinates its prey, with hisses : 
And Woman's speech; is essenced in her kisses : 
£*en the lone Isle, that stems the wily sea. 
Mourns like a Prince, in exiled majesty ; 
But oh I this flower, thy gift, it charms my sense, 
With deep, impassioned, silent eloquence ! 
Recalls with more than childhood's artless art. 
Thy tender smiles, thine openess of heart. 
It bids me hope, sincerity to find. 
Among the selfish masses of mankind ; 
It bids me hope, to find some changeless thing. 
That owns no other power than Nature's spring; 
Acts from itself, and gives its neighbour joy ; 
Free from earth's interested, base, alloy : 
Fair Being, born in heaven, to dwell on earth ; 
Blush not — my words are just, I speak thy worth ; 
And when I gaze, upon thy proffered flower. 
My prayer shall be, that bliss thy days endower ! 
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